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THE FALL
CELIA, my fairest Celia, fell,
Gelia, than the fairest, fairer;
Celia, with none I must compare her
That all alone is all in all,
Of what we fair and modest call;
Gelia, white as alabaster,
Celia, than Diana chaster;
This fair, fair Celia, grief to tell,
This fair, this modest chaste one, fell.
My Celia, sweetest Celia, fell As I have seen a snow-white dove Decline her bosom from above, And down her spotless body fling Without the motion of the wing, Till she arrest her seeming fall Upon some happy pedestal: So soft, this sweet I love so well, This sweet, this dove-like Celia, fell.
Celia, my dearest Celia, fell As I have seen a melting star Drop down its fire from its sphere, Rescuing so its glorious sight From that paler snuff of light; Yet is a star bright and entire, As when 'twas wrapt in all that fire: So bright, this dear I love so well, This dear, this star-like Celia, fell.1630-1687            CHARLES    GOT TON                       45
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